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CONSCIENCE
Or, The Triais of May Brooke.

AN AMERICAN CATHOLIC BTORY
BY MRS. ANNA H. DORSEY.

(Copyrighted by P. ]. Kenedy & Sons.)
(Continued from last week.)
CHAPTER V

‘‘What nousense! It will do you
good. You will soon learn to have
an aim in life; it will drive you for
comfort where only comfort can be
found, and you will learn patience,
forbearance and meekneas, long-suf-
fering, and charity.”

‘“Like yourself, I presume!” said
Helen, with a slight sneer.

¢‘Oh, no! oh no, dear Helen;did I
say any thing like that? I did not
mean it, for I am very often angered
and impatient,and on the very eve of
breaking out; but I don’t.”

‘‘And why don’t you? Do you ex-
pect to inherit the old man’s gold? ”

‘‘Helen,I never think of it. I have
a higher motive,I trust. My peculiar
trials give me so many opportunities
of learning the rudiments of Chris-
tian virtue; therefore, after the first
sting is over, I feel thankful and
happy.”

‘“Help us all! I shall never attain
such perfection, ”

*‘Nor do I ever expect to arrive at
perfection. Oh, no'Il am too im-
perfect; to full of infirmities and
faults:” said May, earnestly. *‘But
shall I read the night prayers, or do
you perfer reading them alone?”

““Oh, read them by all means; but
don’t begin until I get on my cloak
—it i8 freezing cold here, * said
Helen, shivering.

Mav read the beautiful prayers
and litany of our Blessed Lady with
such fervor and piety that Helen was
touched in spite of herself, and re-
sponded with heartfelt earnestness;
and at the De Profundis,she thought
of her dead father,and wept bitterly.

‘I am very, very sad, May,” sald
Helen, when May kissed her good-
night.

‘“To-morrow, dear Helen, we will
seek a heavenly physician; He who
comes to the lowly and repentant,
and dispenses healing and divine
gifts from his throne-—the altar!
whispered May.

Helen sighed deeply, but made no
reply.

CHAPTER VI,

The great bell of the cathedral was
just toiling the Angelus, when May,
laying her hand softly on Helen,
awoke her.

*“ Rise, dear
o'clock. ”

“It is not daylight yet, and I
shan’t rise, I assure you,” she said,
in a fretful tone.

‘“Yes you will, I am sure. Uncle
Stillinghast will be quite displeased
if you donot. He said yesterday
morning that you should rise when
I do, and lo! you have slept an hour
later. Come!it is hard I know to
get up in the cold, but you’ll soon
become accustomed to it.”

‘I declare, May,you are as bad as
your uncle. Heavens! what a pair
to live with. One as exacting as a
Jew, the other obedient as a saint,
and obstinate as a mule! I npever
was 80 persecuted in my life!” ex-
claimed Helen, rising very unwill-
ingly.

‘““That is right,” said May, laugh-
ing, ‘“‘be brisk now, for there is a
great deal to do.”

“What is it, May? Are you go-
ing to build a house before break-
fast?”

‘“Come and see,and I promise you
a nice time. The fire is already made
in the kitchen-stove. Hurry down,
I want you to grind the coffee.”

¢“Grind the coffee! What is that?”
asked Helen, with amazement.

“I will show you. Really, I
would not ask you, only I have rolls
t0 make.” )

“Coffee to grind,and rolls to bake,
for that horrid old man ”

““And ourselves. I tell you what,
Helen, he could get on vastly well
without us, but how we should man-
age without him I cannot fell,” said
May, gravely, for when occasion
offered, she could so inflate and ex-
pand her little form with dignity,
and throw such a truthful penetrat-
ing light into her splendid eyes,that
it was quite terrifying

“Go on, then; I shall follow you
in a few moments. I have some pray-
ers to say.” Helen’s prayers were
soon over. Religion was no vital
principle in her mind. It is true she
held the germs of faith in her soul,
bat they were like those bulbs and
grains which are so often found on

Helen; it 1is gix
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the breast of mummies—which unless
exhumed, and exposed to sunlight
and air, never dévelop their latent
life. 8o with her; swathed, and
wrapped, and crusted over with evil
associations,artificial feelings,and the
maxims of the world, the germs was
hidden—buried—auntil the angel of
repentance should reveal to her the
pearl she held, and lead her beyond
the vestibule of faith. She had look-

splendors, the consolations, and ra;
ture beyond,she was a stranger. It is
not remarksble, then, that when she
encountered the stern changes and
trials of life, the burden galled and
fretted her.

“How areyou,ma’am;you are very
welcome!” laughed May, when Helen
came down ;‘‘come near the fire, and
while you warm yourself, take this
coffee-mill on your kneee—turn the
handle so, until all the grains dis-
appear,then begin the second stage.”

““The what?’asked Helen,tugging
at the handle, which she turned with
difficulty. Her hands unacoustomed
to work of any kind, held it swk-
wardly ; while May, with her hands
in the dough,which she worked vig-
orously, laughed outright at her
fruitless efforts.

“It’s ne use, May,” at last she
broke out, “I can’t doit; and I've a
mind to throw the thing out of the
window aund run away. ”

““Where, dear Helen?”

“I don’t know. 1 will hire out
as lady’s-maid, companion,governess
—anything is preferable to this sort
of life!” she exclaimed, flushing up.

“You would find greater difficul-
ties than a harmless coffee-mill to
contend with, I imagine!” said May,
quietly, while she shaped ber rolis,
and placed them in a pan.

“What shall I do?” cried Helen,
In a tone of despair, after another
fruitless effort.

“Grind the coffee. Come, you
are quite strong enough; put it on
the table, here—steady it with one
hand, and turn with the other—so;
now it goes,” said May, pleasantly.

“How ridiculous! what now ?”said
Helen, laughing.

““The second stage!” replied May,
looking mysterious; “pull ouy that
little drawer, and empty the powder
you will find in it into the coffee-pot
which I have just scalded—that is
it; now pouron a little cold water;
put in this fish-sound; fill up with
boiling water--there,that is enough.
Now cowmes third, and last stage.
Set the pot on the stove, and watch
it; when it boils up the third time,
throw i1n a small cup full of cold
water,and take it off to settle. It is
ready then for immediate use. ”

“‘Gracious! what an indefatigable,
old-fashioned little thing you are,
May,” said Helen,obeying her direo-
tions, and, after all, rather enjoying
the novelty of the thing, than other-
wise. May’s cheerful face flitting
about; the bright sunshine gushing
in; the warmth of the room, and
the feeling that she had really done
something useful,inspired her with a
healthful sentiment of enjoyment
which she had never experienced be-
fore. Breakfast was ready;the rolls
were light, and nicely browned ; the
coffee was clear and fragrant, and
the idea of a good breakfast was no
mean consideration with Helen.

“My uncle has not yet returned
from market, and we can run in and
.arrange the sitting-room,”said May.

And they flitted round, dusting,
brushing, and polishing up, until
they were both as merry as crickets.
The morning paper was opened, and
spread on the back of a chair to air;
the cushioned arm-chair was wheeled
into its accustomed corner; and, just
ag every thing was complete in their
arrangements, Mr, Stillinghast came
in. Helen was in the hall when he
came in with a well-filled basket on
his arm.

“Shall I help to draw off your

coat, sir?” she asked,timidly.
He looked up a moment, and she
seemed such a vision of loveliness
that his cold, dull eye, opened and
brightened with astonishmeut. It
was the first time he had really
looked at her. A low, chuckling
laugh, burst from his lips, which
Helen thought frightful, and he
handed her the basket,saying,‘“I can
do it myself; take this to the kitch-
en.” She dared not excuse herself,
but holding it with both hands, and
feeling as if her wrists were break-
ing, she passed through the sitting-
room with such a doleful counten-
ance, while a red angry spot burned
on her forehead, that May could not
forbear laughing even while she
went to assist her,

[To be continued.]
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Part Seoond. ‘
(Oontinued from last week, )

CHAPTER XXVI.
TeE REvivaL

We will not attempt to lead our
reader into the feelings of Sehastian.
To have yearned cfgt;r martyrdom,
to have prayed for it, to have guffer-

ed all its pangs, to have died in it as
far as human consciousn

have loat sight of this world,and now
to awaken in it again,no martyr, but
an ordinary way-faring man on pro-
bation,who might yet ose. salvation,
—was surely a greater trial than
martyrdom itself. It was to be like
8 man who, in the midst of a stormy
night, should try to oross an an
river, or tempestuous arm of the sen,
and, after struggling for hours, and
having his skiff twirled round and
round and all but upset, should find
himself rolanded oo the same side as
he started from. Or, it was like St.
Paul sent back to earth and to Sa-
tan’s buffets, after having heard the
mysterious words which only one In-
telligence can utter. Yet no murmur
escaped him, no regret. He adored
in silence the Divine Will, hoping
that its purpose was only to give
him the merit of a double martyr-
dom. Wor this second orown he so
earnestly longed, that he rejected
every proposal for fight and conceal-
ment.

“‘I have now,”he generously said,
‘‘earned one privilege of a mart ,
that of speaking boldly to the per-
secutors. This I will use the first
day that I can leave my bed.” Nurse
me, therefore, well, that it may be
the sooner.”

CHAPTER XXVII
Tue Sgconp Crown

The memorable plot which the
black slave betrayed to Corvinus,
was one to which allusion has al-
ready been made,in the conversation
between Fulvius and his guardian.
He was convinced from the blind
martyr'’s unsuspecting admissions
that Agnes was a Christian, and he
believed he had now two strings to
his bow ; either he could terrify her
into marriage with himself, or he
could destroy her, and obtsin a good
share of her wealth, by confiscation.
He was nerved for the second alter-
native by the taunts and exhortations
of Kurotas; but, despairing of ob-
taining another interview, he wrote
her a respectful, but pressing letter,
descriptive of his disinterested at-
tachment to her, and entreating her
to accept his suit. There was but
the faintest hint at the end,that duty
might compel him to take another
course, if humble petition did not
prevail. :

To-this application he received a
calm,well-bred, but unmistakable re-
fusal; a stern, final, and hopeless re-
jection. But more, the letter stated
in clear terms, that the writer was al-
ready espoused to the spotless Lamb,
and could admit from no perishable
being expressions of personal attach-
ment. This rebuff steeled his heart
against pity; but he determined to
act prudently.

In the meantime, Fabiola, seeing
the determination of Sebastian not
to fly,conceived the romantic idea of
saving him, in spite of himself, by
extorting his pardon from the em-
peror. She did not know the depths
of wickedness in man’s heart. She
thought the tyrant might fume for
a moment, but that he would never
condemn a man twice to death.
Some pity and mercy, she thought,
must linger in his breast; and her
earnest gleading and tears would
extraot them,as heat does the hidden
balsam from the hard wood. She
accordingly sent a petition for an
andience ;and knowing, the covetous-
ness of the man, presumed, as she
said, to offer him a slight token of
her own and her late father’s loyal
attachment. This was a ring with
jewels of rare beauty, and immense
value, The present was accepted ;but
she was merely to attend with her
memorial at the Palatine on the 20th
in common with other petitioners,
and wait for the emperor’s descent
by the great staircase, on his way to
sacrifice. Unencouraging as was this
answer,she resolved to risk anything
and do her best,

The appointed day came; and Fa-
biola, in her mourning habits, worn
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the marbld stairs,though she saw her
brilliant ring sparkiing on his SoATMY
hand. For on each step hu matohsd'
a paper from some sorrowful sappli-
aut,looked at it scornfully,xud eithier
tore it up,or dashed it on the ground.
Only hers and there, he handed one
to his secrotary, a man soarcely less
im ious than hi X -

t Waas now nearly Fabiola's tum;
6 emperor was only two steps s-
bove her,and her heart beat violently
not from fear of msn, but from
anxiety about Sebaatian’s fate, She
would have prayed, had she known
how, or to whom. Maximian was
stretching out his hand to takea
paper offered to him, when he drew

his name most unoceremoniousl ug
peremptorily called out. Fabiola
looked up too; for she knew the
voice,

Opposite to her, high in the white
marble wall, she had obrerved an
open window, ocorniced in yellaw
marble, which gave light to a back
éorridor leading to where Irene's
apartments were. She now looked
up, guided by the voice, and in the
dark panel of the window,a beautiful
but awful picture was seon. It was
Sebastian, wan and thin, who, with
features almost etherealised, calm
and stern, as if no longer capable of
passion, or strong emotion, stood
there before them; his lacerated
breast and arms appearing amidst
the loose drapery he had thrown a-
round him. For he had heard the
familiar trumpet-notes, which told
him of the emperor's approach, and
he had risen, and orept thus far, to
greet him.

hollow, but distinct voice.

‘“Who art thou,sirrah lthat makest
8o free with thine emperor’s name?”
asked the tyrant, turning upon him,

“I am come as from the dead, to
warn thee~that the day of wrath
and vengeance is fast approgohing,
Thou hast spilt the blood of God's
Saints upon the pavement of this
city ; thou hast cast their holy bodies
into the river, or flung them away
upon the dunghills at the gates, Thou
hast pulled down God’s temples, and
profaned His altars, and rifled the
inheritance of His poor. For thee,
and thine own foul erimes and lewd-
nesges, thine injustices and oppress-
ions,thy covetousness and thy pride,
God hath judged thee,and His wrath
shall soon overtake theo; and thon
shalt die the death of the violent;
and God will give His Church an
emperor after His own heart, And
thy memory shall be +sooursed
through the whole world till the end
of time. Repent thee, while thou
hast time, impious man ; and ask for-
giveness of God,in the name of Him
the Cracified, whom thou hast perse-
cuted till now,”

Degp silence was held while these
words were fully uttered, The em-
peror seemed under the influence

a paralysing awe; for soon rec -
ing Sebastian, he felt as if starding
in the presence of the dead. But
quickly recovering himself and his
passion,he exclaimed: ‘‘Ho! some of
you, go round instantly and bring
him before me” (he did not like to
pronounce his name). ““Hyphax here!
Where is Hyphax? I saw him just
now.”

But the Moor had at once recognis-
ed Sebastian,and run off to his quar-
ters. ‘‘Ha!heis gone, I see; then
here, you dolt, what’s your name?”
(addressing Corvinus, who was at-
tending his father), “‘go to the Numi-
dian court, and summon Hyphax
here directly.” '

With a heavy heart Corvinus went
on his errand. ~ Hyphax had told his
tale, and put his men in order of de-}
fence. Only one entrance at the end
of the court was left open;and when
the messenger had reached it, he
durst not advance. Fifty men stood
along each side of the space, with
Hyphax and Jubala at the opposite
end. Silent and immovable, with
their dark chests and arms bare,each
with his arrow fixed, and pointed to
the door, and the string ready
drawn,they looked like an avenue of
basalt statues leading to an Egyp-
tian temple.

“Hyphas,” said Corvinus, in &
tremulous voice, ‘“the emperor sends
for you,”
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